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SYNOPSIS.

C(HAFTER I.—Living with his father on
emall., badly managed ranch, David
+n lLas reached the age of eighteen
S”J‘;;'Nw educational advantages. An ac-
0t 1o the auto in which Dr. Hardg.
d?l?_;fn._ eastern physiclan, and his daugh-
M rene. are 1ourini the country, brings
'yn?“' eclement into his life. Dr, Hardy's
11 rroken. and he is necessarily con-
o his bed. Friendship, and some-
more, develops between Irene and

u{inﬁ
pavid.

CHAFTER II.—Irene greatly enjoys the
venrional freedom of ranch life, and

per 2 ;aintanceship “with David ripens
into 3 ion. On Dr. Hardy's recovery
e ¥ people part, with the under-
ganding_that David will seek to improve
pis position in life and they will meet
ggain

cHAPTiZR ITIl.—The sudden death of his
qatner leaves David  with practically
ting but the few bare acres of the
1. the elder man having through
vears of dissipation wasted the income.
His debts paid, David goes to the nearest
ictermined to keep his promise to

own. (s S
frene by acquiring an education and mak-
fog B © worthy of her, He secures the
first © sffered, driving a team far a’
coal d and meets 2 man named Con-
ward about his own age, by whom he is
jed int Jissipation.

CHAPTER IV.—Naturally of clean mind,
pavil Jdetermines to get away from his
um =il surroundings, and Fate
b 'z into contact with Mr. Melvin
I8 who sees the inherent good in the
b welcomes him to his home, where
h = Edith, his host's pretty daughter,

= the coveted education.

W

CHAPTER V.—Attracting the favorable
ttantionn of the managing editor of a
awspaper. David becomes a reporter.
1itely sensible of his good looks
al worthiness, falls in love with
zh, with the memory of Irene in
sart. Idavid does not perceive it.

As his acquaintance with the work
of the police force increased Dave
found hLis attitude toward moral prin-

ciples in need of frequent readjust-
ment. By no means a Puritan, he had
pevertheless  two sterling qualities

which <o far had saved him from any
_ very s=erious misstep. He practiced
ah=olure honesty in all his relation-
ps. His father, drunken although
he was in his later years, had never
quite lost his sense of commercial up-
hmess, and Dave had inherited the
in full degree. And Reénie
v had come into his life just when
he needed a girl like Reenie Hardy
ome into his life. . . . He
o thought of Reenie Hardy, and
I her compaet with him, and won-
wred what the end would be. He was
atl he had met Heenie Hardy. She
was an anchor about his soul., . ., .
And Edith Dunean. ’
While the gradually deepening cur-
rent of Dave's life fiowed through the
channels of coal heaver, freight han-
i shipping eclerk and reporter its
er< were sweetened by the inti-
are relationship which developad he-
ween him and the members of the
Duncan household. He continued his
studies under Mr. Duncan’s direc-
tinns ; two, three, and even four nights
in the week found him at work in the
comifortable den, or, during the warm
wenther, on the sereened porch that
overlooked the family garden. DMrs,
Duncan, motherly, and yet not too
motherly—she might almost have been
an vlder sister—appealed to the young
man 05 ap ideal of womanhood. Her
0fr, woii-modulated voice seemed to
bin- to express the perfect harmony
of the perfect home, and underneath

g0l

—t

s pven tones he caught glimpses of
1 reserve of power and judgment not
easily unbalanced. And as Dave's eves
would follow her the tragedy of his
own orphaned life bore down upon
him and he rebelled that he had been
denied the start which such a mother
tould have given him.

“I am twenty years behind myself,”
be would reflect, with a grim smile.
“Never mind., I will do three men’s
work for the next ten, and then we
will be even.” '

And there was Edith—Edith who
bad burst so unexpectedly upon his
life that first evening in her father’s
tome. He had not allowed himself
wy foolishness about Edith. It was
tvident Edith was pre-empted, just as
de was pre-empted, and the part of
bonor in his friend's house was to ree-
ignize the status guo. . .. Still,
¥r. Allan Forsyth was unnecessarily
kell-gssured. He might have made it
lss evildent that he was within the
fchunted eirele while Dave remained
imside,  His complacence irritated
into rivalry. But the
vnaraderie of Edith herself
| uny adventure of that kind.

{ about the same figure as

ITardy—a little slighter per-

| ahout the same age; and

Digwe almost
bin ¢
thenk
She «

Rew

1o same quiek, frank eyes.
sang wonderfully. He had

i Hleenie sing, but in some |

; he had formed a deep
that she would sing much
In love, as in religion,

cr setting up idols to rep-
ils—and forever finding

not long in discovering
sement as coachman was
n of Mr. Duncan's kind-
» him to accept instrue-
veling under obligation
i he made this discovery
‘ly to himself and pre-
have made it. To have
would have seemed
AMr. Duncan. And pres-
Fives hegan to have =&
e tion of themselves.
i, (rove in the two-seated
g Uiy afternoons the party
trised Mrs. Dunean and
i Forsyth and Dave. Mr. |
= ‘erested in certain Sun-
neetings, It was Mrs.
: 10 sit in the rear seat
Rl . filnz qualities, and it
ey 't oof falling ahout that
" rile in the front seat.
0y ' . =he caused Forsyth
Eabit " 1unther, ostensibly as

& courtesy which, it may be conjec-
tured, was not fully appreciated. At
first he accepted it with the good na-

cure, but gradually that good nature
gave way to a certain testiness of
spirit which he could not entirely con-
ceal, - W .

The crisis was precipitated one fine
Sunday in September, in the first year
of Dave’s newspaper experience. Dave
called early and found Edith in a rid-
ing habit,

“Mother is ‘indisposed,’ as they say
}n the soclety page,” she explained.
‘In other words, she doesn’t wish to
be bothered. So I thought we would
ride today.”

- “But there are J o
il Hace only two horses,

“Well?” queried the girl, and there
Was a note in her voice that sounded
strange to him. “There are only two
of us.” :

“But Mr. Forsyth?”

“He is not here. He may not come.
Will you saddle the horses and let
us get away?”

reason Edith wished to evade Forsyth
this afternoon. A lovers’ quarrel, no
doubt. That she had a preference for
him and was revealing it with the
utmost frankness never occurred to
his sturdy, honest mind. One of the
delights of his companionship with
Edith had been that it was a real com-
panionship. None of the limitations
occasioned by any sex consciousness
had narrowed the sphere of the frank
friendship he felt for her. She was
to him almost as another man, yet
in no sense masculine. Save for a
certain tender delicary which her
womanhood inspired, ne came and
went with her as he might have done
with a man chum of his own age. And
when she preferred to mnde without
Forsyth it did not occur to Elden that
she preferred to ride with Jhim.

They were soon in the country, and
KEdith, leading, swung from tne road
to a bridle trail that followed the
winding of the river. As.her graceful
figure drifted on ahead it seemed more
than ever reminiscent of Reenie
Hardy. What rides they had had on
those foothill trails! What dippings
into the great canyons! What adven-
tures inio the spruce forests! And
how long ago it all seemed! This girl,
ridii1 g ahead, suggestive in every curve

and pose of Reenle Hardy. . . . His
eyes were burning with loneliness.

He knew he was dull that day, and
Edith was particularly charming and
vivacious. She coaxed him into con-
versaftion a dozen times, but he an-
swered absent-mindedly. At Iength
she leaped from her horse and seated
herself, facing the river, on a fallen
log. Without looking back she in-
dicated with her hand the space be-
side her, and Dave followed and sat
duwn,

“You aren't talking today,” she said.
“You don't quite do yourself justice.
YWhat's wrong?”

“Oh, nothing!” he answered, with a
laugh, pulling himself together. “This
September weather always gets me.
I guess I have a streak of Indian; it
comes of being brought up on the
ranges. And in September, after the
first frosts have touched the foliage—"
He paused, as though it was not nec-
essary to say more. )

“Yes, I know,” she said quietly.
| Then, with a queer little note of con-
fidence, “Don’t apologize for it, Dave*

“Apologize?”’ and his form straight-
ened. “Certainly not. . . One
doesn’t apologize for nature, does he?
But it comes back in Septem-

ber.”

He smiled, and she thought the sub-
conscious in him was calling up the
smell of fire in dry grass, or perhaps
even the rumble of buffalo over the
hills. And he knew he smiled because
he had so completely misled her.

- . . It was dusk when they started
hoemeward.,

Forsyth was waiting for her. Dave
scented stormy weather and excused
himself early.

“What does this mean?” demanded
Forsyth angrily as soon as Dave had
gone. “Do you think I will take sec-
ond place to that—that coal heaver?”
| “That is not to his discredit,” she
said.

“Straight from the corrals into good
society,” Forsyth sneered.

Then she made no pretense of com-
posure. “If you have nothing more to
urge agams’& Mr. Elden perhaps you
will go.”

Forsyth took his hat. At the door
he paused and turned, but she was al-
ready ostensibly interested in a maga-
zine. He went out into the night.

The week was a busy one with Dave
and he had no opportunity to visit the
Duncans. Friday Edith called him on
the telephone. She asked an inconse-
quential question about something
which had appeared in the paper, and
from that the talk drifted on until it
turned on the point of their expedition
of the previous Sunday. Dave never
could account quite clearly how it hap-
pened, but when he hung up the re-
| ceiver he knew he had asked her to
l‘- ride with him again on Sunday, and
! she had accepted. He had ridden with
i her before, of course, but he had never
asked her before. He felt that a subtle
change had come over their relation-
ship.

He was at the Duncan house earlier
than usual Sunday afiernoen, but not
too early for Edith.
for the oceasion; she seemed more
fetching than he had ever seen her.

She led the way over the path fol-
lIowed the, Sunday before until again
they sat by the rushing water. Dave
had again been filled with a sense of
Reenie Hardy, and his conversation
was disjointed and uninteresting. She
tried unsuccessfully to draw him out
with gquestions about himself; then
took the more astute tack of speaking
of her own past life. It had begun in
an eastern city, ever so many years
ago—

Chivalry could not allow that to
pass. “Oh, not so very many!” said
Dave. 3

“How many?” she teased.

“Nineteecn,” he hazarded.

“Oh, more than that.”

“Twenty-one?”

“Oh, less than that.” And their first
confidence was established. "

“Pwenty,” thought Dave to himself,
“Reenie must be about twenty now.”

“Guess.”

8 courtesy to ‘that young gentleman— |

ture of one who feels his position se-

It was evident to Dave that for some

She was dressed |

“And I was five wnen—when Jack
died,” she went on. *“Jack was my
brother, you know. He was seven. . . .
Well, we were playing, and I stood on
the car tracks, signaling the motor-
man, to make him ring his bell. On
came the car, with the bell clanging,
and the man in blue looking very
crogs. Jack must have thought I was’
waiting too long, for he suddenly
rushed on the track to pull me off.”
She stopped, and sat looking at the
rushing water.

“l heard him ecry, ‘Oh, daddy, dad-
dy! above the screech of the brakes.”

“Sorrow is a strange thing,” she
“I don't pre-

went on, after a pause.

“Did You Ever Feel Tha} You Just
Had to Tell Some One?”

tena t. understand, but it seems to
have its place in life. T guess it's a
natural law, Well—" She paused

agaln, and when she spoke it was in a
lower, more confidential note,

“I shouldn’t have told you this,
Dave. I shouldn't know it myself. But
before that things hadn’t been—well,
just as good as they might in our
home. They've been different
since.”

The shock of her words brought him
upright. To him it seemed that Mr.
and Mrs. Duncan were the ideal father
and mother. It was impossible to as-
sociate them with a home where
things “hadn’t been just as good as
they might.” But her half-confession
left nc room for remark.

“Mother told me,” she went on, af-
ter a long silence, and without looking
at him. “A few years ago, ‘If some
one had only told me, when I was your
age, she sald.”

“Why do you tell me this?! he sud-
denly demanded.

“Did vou ever feel that you just had
to tell some one?”

It was his turn to pause.
confessed, at length.

““Then tell me.”

So he led her down through the
tragedy of his youth and the lonely,

“Yes,” he

big poEiton at any time.. He remeni-
bered Mr, Duncan’s remark about
newspaper training being the beat

preparation for something else. With
sudden decision he closed his desk.

“Shoot ! ke =said again, but this time
with less impatience. :

“That's hetter,” sald Conward.
“Have you ever thought of the future
of this town:{" x

“Well, I can’t say that I have. I've
been busy with its present.”

“That's what I supposed. You've
been too busy with the details of your
little job to give attention to bigger
things. Now let me pass you a few
pieces of information—things you
must know, but you have never put
them together before. What are the
nateral elements which make g coun-
try or city a desirable place to live?
I'll tell you. Climate, transportation,
good water, variety of landscape, op-
portunity of independence. Given
these' conditions, everything else can
be added. Then there’s transporta-
tion. This is one of the few centers
in America which has a North-and-
South trade equal to its East-and-West
trade. We're on the crossroads. Every
settler who goes into the North—and
it is a mighty, North—means morg
North-and-South trade. I tell yonu,
Dave, the movement iS on now, and
before long it'll hit us like a tidal
wave. I'Ve been a bit of a gambler
all my life, but this is the biggest
jack-pot ever was, and I'm going to
sit in. How about you?”’

“I'd like to think it over. Promo-
tion doesn’t come very fast on this job,
that's sure.”

“Yes, and while you are thinking it
over chances are slipping by. Don’t
think it over—put it over. I tell you,
Dave, there are big things in the air.
They are beginning to move aiready.
Have you noticed the strangers in
town of late? That's the advance
gﬂﬂ.rd-—”

“Advance guard of a real estate
boom?”

“Hish! That's a bad word. Get
away from it. Say ‘industrial devel-
opment.’

“Let me elaborate. We'll say Alkali
Lake is a rallway station where lots go
begging at a hundred dollars each. In
drops a well-dressed stranger—buys
ten lofs at a hundred and fifty each—
and the old-timers are chuckling over
sticking him. But in drops another
stranger and buys a block of lots at
two hundred each. Then the old-
timers begin to wonder if they didn't
sell too soon. By the time the fourth
ar fifth stranger has dropped in they
are dead sure of it, and they are try-
ing to buy their lots back. All sorts
of rumors get started, nobody knows
how. New railways are coming, big
factories are to be started, minerals
have been located, there's a secret war
on between great moneyed interesis.
The town council meets and changes
the name to Silver City—having re-

rudderless course of his boyhood. She
followed syvmpathetically to the day
when Doctor Hardy and his daughter
Irene became guests at the Elden
ranch. But before the end he stop-
ped. Should he tell her all? Why not?
She had opened her life to him. So he
told her of that last evening with
Irene, and the compact under the trees
and the moon. Her hand had fallen
into his as they talked, but here he
felt it slowly withdrawn. DButf he was
fired with the flume of love which had
sprung up in the breath of his reminis-

and his chum.

“And you hawve been true?” she said,
but her voice was distant and strained.
u‘}*'g_n
“And you are waiting for her?”
“Yes, T am waiting. . . . It must be
“It is cold,” she said.
home."” -

S0
“Let us go

CHAPTER VI

Whatever the effect of this conver-
sation had been upon Edith, she con-
cealed it earefully, and Dave counted
it one of the fortunate events of his
life. He had been working under the
spur of his passion for Irene, but now
this was to be supplemented by the
friendship of Edith. That it was more
than friendship on her part did not
pecur to him at all, but he knew she
was interested in him and he was
doubly determined that he would
justify her interest and confidence.

But just at this time another inci-
dent occurred which was to turn the
flood of his life into strange channels.
Dave had been promoted to the distine-
tion of a private office—a little six-by-
six “box stall,” as the sport editor de-
scribed it—but, nevertheless, a dis-
tinetion shared only with the manag-
ing editor and Bert Morrison, compiler
of®*the woman’s page. Her name was
Roberta, but she was masculine. to the
tips and everybody called her Bert.

Into Dave's sanctuary one after-
noon ir October came Conward. His
habitual cigarette hung from its aec-
customed short tooth, and his round,
florid face seemed puffier than usual.
His aversion to any exercise more vig-
orous than offered by a billiard cue
was beginning to refleet itself in a
premature rotundity of figure. .

“1T,6 Dave!” he said. “Alone

“Almost,” said Dave, without look-
ing up from his typewriter. Then.
turning, he kicKed the door shuf with
his heel and said, “Shoot!”

“This strenuous life is spoiling your
good manners, Dave, my boy,” said
Conward, lazily exhaling a thin cloud
of smoke. “If work made a man rich
vou'd die a millionaire. DBut it isn't
work that makes men rich. Ever think
of that?”

“If a man does not become rich by
work he has no right to become rich
at all,” Dave retorted.

“What do you mean by that word
‘right,” Dave? Define it.” i

“Haven't time. We go to press at

?),

four.”
“That’s the trouble with fellows like
you,” Conward continued. “You

haven’t time. You stick too close to
your jobs. You never sez the better
chances lying all around. Now sup-
pose you let them go to press without
you today and you listen to me for a
while.”

Dave was about to throw him out
when a gust of yearning for the open
spaces swept over him again. It was
true enough. He was giving his whole
life to his paper. Promotion was slow,

gard, no doubt, to the alkali in the
slough water. The old-timers, and all
that great, innocent public which is
forever hoping to get something for
nothing, are now glad to buy the lots
at five hundred to ten thousand dollars
each, and by the time they’ve bought
it up the gang moves on. It's the |
smoothest game in the world, and |
every community will fall for it at |
least twice. . . . Well, they're here.
“Of course, it’s a little different in

-

this case. because there really is some- i
thing in the way of natural advantages |
to support it. It's not all hot air. |

“Now, Dave, I've been dipping in a |
little already, and it struck me we
might work together on this deal
Your paper has considerable weight,
and if that weight falls the right way
vou wen't find me stingy. For instance,
an item that this property"—he pro- |
duced a slip with some legal deserip-
tions—*has been sold for ten thousand
dollars to eastern invesrors—very
conservative investors from the East,
don't forget that—might help fo turn
another deal that's just hanging. Sorry
to keep you so long, but perhaps you
can cateh the press yet.” And with
one of his friendly mannerisms Con-
ward departed.

Dave sat for some minutes in a
guandary. He was discouraged with
his salary, or, rather, with the lack of
prospect of any increase in his salary.
Canward’s words had been very unset-
tling. They pulled in opposite direc-
tions. They fired him with a new en-
thusiasm for his city, and they inti-
mated that a gang of professional
land-gamblers was soon to perpetrate
an enormous theft, leaving the public
holding the sack. Still, there must be
a middle course somewhere,

At any rate, he could use Conward’s
story about the land sale. That was
news—legitimate news. Of course, it
might be a faked sale—faked for its
news value—but reporters are not paid
for being detectives. The Evening Call
carried a statement of Conward's sale,
and on that statement was hung a col-
umn story on the growing prosperity
of the city and its assured future, ow-
ing to its exceptional climate and
natural resources, combined with its
commanding position on transporta-
tion routes, both east and west and
north and &outh,

(TO BE COMTINUED NEXT WEEK)
NOTICE OF SALE
Under Morigage

By virtue of the power and authority
given by a certain Deed of Trust exe-
cuted by Levi Owens and Delilah Owens
on the 9th day of December, 1310 to
D_E. Woadley which is recorded in the
office of Register of Deeds for the coun-
ty of Tyrrell, in book 60, page 253, the |
following property will be sold at Pub-
lie Auction, viz:

That tract of land known as the Swain
Land, situated in Scuppernong Township
Tyrrell county, near Woodley’'s Station.
Bounded on the north by the public road
and the lands of Amos McClees; on the
East by the public road leading from
Creswell to Columbia; on the South by
the lands of the heirs of Andrew Bate-
man; on the west by the lands of Mrs.
Sarah Williams (known as the Duncan
farm.) Containing by estimation 40
acres. Place of sale. on the premises.
Time of sale, 26th day of November 1919
at 12 o'cloek noon.. Terms of sale, (:ash.
October 18, 1919.

D. E. WOODLEY,
Trustee

~(024-4t %
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NOTICE OF ADMINIS_T_RATIQN
Having qualified as administratrix of

the late W. H. Whitehead, T hereby give
notice to all persoms indebted to his

and there was no prospect of a_realiy

estate to come forward and make imme-

An Elegant Farm

FOR

SALE

Contaiing 80 scres; 5 doared and in- high' state of ‘cultive:
tion; good wire fence around farm; tenant houses; barn and stock
house, including other buildings. Th.is farm has natural drainage

in big swamp that drains to the river.

30 acres woodland attached to this farm and estimated 200,-
600 fee Pine Gum and Cypress lumber. This farm situated in Pas-
quotank County, one mile from Elizabeth City, and considered one
of the best farms for early truck that there is in the State of
North Carolina. This is a money proposition to an up to date farm-
er and a good investment. QOur price $12,000. We can deliver this

farm January Ist.

Twiford & Twiford

" L.B TWIFORD

Dealers in Real Estate

Phone 1049

- D. C. TWIFORD

423 Hinton Building

diate

settlement, and
claims against the same to present them |

for payment within twelve months from |

the date of this notice, or it will be  October 20th, 1919.

those holding , pleaded in bar of their recovery,

BELLE WHITEHEAD

Administratrix
p024-6t

English Surgeon in Civil War.

DN O LD
WE PAY HIGHEST PRICES FOR

CORN, SOJA BEANS
and POTATOES
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JUST

LAMBERT BROTHERS
Elizabeth City, N. C.

ALSO SELL GENUINE

Maine Grown Seed Potatoes

can see sample at our office in front of ice plant, Water

Street, Elizabeth City, N. C.

G. W. PARSONS & SONS
BREEREEEEERREERERRERREEREREEL

SHINGLES

RECEIVED:—

1 car Red Cedar Shingles
1 car 5 x 18 Best Cyoress Shingles
1 car 5 x 18 Juniper Shingles
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. essary technical knowledge.
men and women for such positions; we ean train YOU.
Address J. M. RESSLER, President
Norfolk, Virginia

WILL TRAIN YOU BY MAIL

You can take any course offered by this school by maill. We send &’

typewriter, and complete equipment to your home, no matter where you

There are thou=ands of positions open in the commercial world and with
the Government for Bookkeepers, Stenographers, Typists and other of-
fice assistants. YOU can get one of these positions if you have the nec-
We have trained many thousands ef young

the Americun Civil war.,

! LYNNHAVEN
OYSTERS

When in Norfolk don’t forget
BROWNE'S where you get the
oysters with the tang o' the

sea, on the half shell or any
way you like ’em.

E.W. BROWNE

113 Washington Street
Opposite Pender’s
Norfolk, Va.

Sir Charles Wyndham, the famous
English actor, served as a surgeon in

| Dr. Wm. Parker

Dentist
317 Hinton Building
Elizabeth City, N. C.

Phone 984
Aug. 8—13t

DR. JOHN H. BELL
Osteopathic Physician
326 HINTON BUILDING
Elizabeth City, N. C.

¢ S 1D-tf

\\

=

Elizabeth City
_Business_ College

THE SCHOOL THAT
STANDS FOR EFFICIENCY

ROBINSON BUILDING

Poindexter Street
Elizabeth City, N. C.
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Norfolk Engraving Co.
Makers of Printing Plates
217 Granby St.

P oo oo e

e e e e e e e e e

Norfolk, Va.

Cperacad by the
{ Grarby aand Tazeweil Sts.

DODSON HOTEL CORP.

“Explonto Will Make Your Hair Long, Too™

“Every womszn can
have nice, Jor= fair "
says May Gilte. . "My
hair has grown 23
inches long by using
your wonderful

EXHI QUININE

POMADE

Don’t be fooled by fake Kink Removers. You
| ean't straighten wyour hair until it's soft and
! lung Our e removes dandruff, feeds the
! sﬂ'ofthohlirandm it grow long and

B We make Exelento Skin Beautifier, an
) | ointment for dark, sallow skin, Used Iin
treatment of ekin troubles.

) PRICE OF EACH 25¢ IN STAMPS OR COIN
AGENTS WANTED EVERYWHERE
Particulars

) | EXELENTO MEDICINE CO., Atlanta, GBa.
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